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HERE DITARY RIGHT 
EXEMPLIFIED: | 


CONDOLANCE 
FROM | 


| 


Uryzox His 
Late DISC I LINE at Weſtminſler. 
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Vip Me, Vip Tou, Vip all de Varld Begar! 
Jzsr Boox, Beſt Edit. 


L O N D O N.: 
Printed for A, Mo ox, near St, Paul ss, a 


M- Ed---d C--I to his Son Hy, t 
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IN o by the laudable Example 


Of Tully and Sir William Temple, 
A Preſent, Son, to thee, I make, _ | 
i 


4 
Lad = 4 


And turn an Author for thy fake : 


1-4 


But think not, Hal, A is 
Sage Ladhinres of Mort; 

1 fill abhorr'd it from my Sul, 
My Buſineſs 6 bet 18 condole ; | 
> | .Conduls/ 


* - 


1 
Condole Thee, Lad the Laſh to bear, 
Like Me, poor Boy, at Miſtminſter. 


And fare 'owill give ſome Comfort, Hal, 
Tho the Deed done is paſt recall, 


To ſee thy Sire in publick ſhow 


Paternal ſympathetick Woe: 


In Elegiac Ditty moan 


Diſaſter that was once his own, 


— 4 ake a-freſh thy Woun 4 wo FAY i 
| My Breech and Bowels bleed anew: | 
| None can more feclingly deplore Thee, 
Thy Father, Hal, was born before Thee. 


[ little 


[7] 


l lictle thought i in Perils paſt, 


When toſt, and buffetted, and ad; 
When maul d again a Good time 
In Cut (no matter for the Rhyme,) 


Where I appear d engrav'd on high, 


Wich Legs long ſcambling in the Sky; | 


Wich Nock indecently made bare, 
Expos'd for ever to the Air: 


And kneeling down in Self-defence, 98 


Forc'd to diſſemble penitence; PE 
little thought on my Heir Male, 
The Rod deſcending to entail pe 


The 


[8] 


The _ Rogue wats bys „ 


To prove Hereditary Right ; ; 
Nay, I ſuſpect from whar we e fol, 


Tis likewiſe indeſelbl : 


'Tis 0 lid on, that fin enough, 


* — 
. . 


No Art of Man can cher it of. 


k 
4 + 
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Was it meat hate, Bol, or cy Pare, 


Made Thee dy Father imitate? 2 W 


Waſt Tos 0 ducfully bent, 


To fellow chu my Precedent ; ; 
. Through 


1 9] 


" NA Good and Bad, doch? Thick op | 


Tun, 


At Hazard & thy Blood and Skin 2 
Was t not enough in Prine to teal 
And Copy after Copy ſeal? ? 


(For mould f Thou {cruple, Hal, at that 


I'd call Thee Uegitimare: 5 


But Thou my Footſteps muſt pure] 


As Agent, and 3 as Patient too. 
Inſtead of Authors copy me; 
Strong Proof of filial Picty ! 


o 
' 
. 
* 


The 


———— — Cee —— — — — — — 
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[ 10] 


' The Rogues have mark d us on the Hip 


As FW Hodges doe his Sheep. 


And Thou and I throughou the Town, | 
For black Sheep tall be alvays known. 


Now made aotorious far ** vide 


1227 
1 


By our s fear d. he | 
When in Romances gentle - Knighs 1 
Are bail 4 gue their Ladies Sights, 
Nature oft marks a on n the Skin | 

To enſure their being fond ag again 


For where Enchinters ply their Wirs, 


Folks need beware of Counterfeits. 


To. 


11 ] 
To prove himſelf no Sham, one ſhows 


A flaming Sword, and one a Roſe; | 


Imprinted plain, or Stories lie, 


ths has an Anchor on his Thigh: DW”; 


So we have on our Thighs a Brand, 
Tho' not, alaſs, from Nature's Hand, 
Thy Breech with Gaſhes equal ſcotcht, 


a Anſwers to mine like Tally notcht; 
And if thy Trowzers they unfurl, 


Men ſtrait will ſmoke Thee for a — 


| Soon as the Tokens are deſcry d, ell 


Known by thy Family-Backſide. Se 


3. "Twas . 


| 


| 
| 
| 


[ 12 ] 
"Twas eyer zeckon'd Fortune bad, 
For Males to be tao like their Dad: 


Then Thou art; Hal, in piteous Caſe, 
With Father's Breech as well as Face. 
Tis true, there may be ſomething Good, 
Drawn out of Bis Similituck, 8 

Il truſt Thee now in any N ation, 

For ſhould' Thou ſuffer Trapſportation, 
While Nock hangs faſt on ev ry Coaſt, 
Thaurt fate, dear Hal, bn being loſt. 
To either bes ſhould' Thou ſteer, 


All Folks would tead, as well 25 here, 
That univerſal Character; 


And 


d 


[73] 


And let the Manuſcript be fee; 


All ſtrait would on it genuin. 


Ve learned Criticks of our Iſle, 
Who find our Authors by their Stile, 
Exert your Talents 1 petition, 

And ſhow who put out this Edition ? 


Who was it that the Work has done? 


Who was it ſuperſcribd my Son? 
Strong are the Lines, and bigger all, 


Than Tanſon's-largeſ Capiral 1 


Scarce 


. b 
a—_  -  — 


— —— — 


[24] 


Scarce has been ſeen ſuch Writing bold, 
Eer ſince the Time that Romas old; 
In Tablets made of War or Wood, 
With Iron Pens their Letters plough'd: 
Which held by them leſs piercing were, 


Then Birchen Twigs at Weſtminſter. 


When the Old Gentleman in Black, v4 
Is faid a Covenant to make, 
With Slaves that practice magick Art, 
He marks them in ſome ſecret Part: 


Wich 


[ 15 ] 
With Pain at firſt his Claws he lays, 
Tho' callous after is the Place. 


Ev'n fo his Imps (they well may go, 


For Imps of his, that maul d Thee ſo!) 


Have mark'd Thee fore againſt: thy Will, 


Wich Characters idle 

More wicked Scrawls than thoſe we ſee; 
Kept in Queen's-College Library: 

Yet whoſo minds them well, will neer 


' Suſpe&t Thee for a Conjurer. 


" 
. . 
I. — 


And if Thou wert twould do no Good, 


The Knaves are ſafe by drawing Blood. 


„ 
© 


Yet 


. 


[16] 
Ver ſtill Advantage Thou may'ſt gain; 
And draw ſome Comfort from Thy Pait ; 
Thou never need'ſt hereafter fear, 


Any Aſſault upon Thy Rear. 


Thy Buttocks are Caſe · harden d now, 


Go on triumphant with thy Show. 


Thou now art qualified to print, 


Of Rods, or elſe the Devils irt. 


Thou might ſt be timorous ar firſt, 


But Fortune now has done her worſt: 


Not neat Thou Publiſhing with-hold, * 


Tho Pope would rave, or Swift ſhould ſcold. 


Since 


E 


Since Weſminfler its Wrath has ſpent, 
Thou'rt fafe, nay more, Thou'rt innocent. 

Juſt as on Tiieed 8 retihotth Side, 

The Man thats hang d is juſtified { 

No more will Vengeance Thee | purſue, 

The Deed. chars done is not to do. 

Roper 4 Ridpath, either chuſe, 

When threatned hard for Party News, 

Was caution d by a Friend, ake Care, 


I heard an angry Fellow ſwear 


© He'd 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


[18 ] 


Hed cane You, till he left nd 
km very. ealy on-that Head : 
Eaſy about it! Leave your Airs, 
He ſeldom fails of what RY ny 
| | A punctual Man----fo pray take Warning, 
He'll do it elſe to Morrow Morting, 
I m ſure he won't He won t, dye ſay? 


No Sir —-He did it yeſterday. 


The Printing- Trade goes well enough, 


Since I and Dumon left it off; 


And 


io] 


| And truſt nie; Thou can'{t never do, 
As Bockſeller and Author too; 

They're inconſiſtent! chuſe Thee whether, 
But never aim at both together. 

If I may counſel, Hal, depend 

Solely for Wit upon thy Friend. 

Let that thine Author's Province be, þ 
For thine, tis only Piracy. | 
Steal all comes near Thee, Bad or Good, 
Thou'k pick a pretty Livelihood. 


4 No 


[ 20 ] 


No matter how Thou fobb'ſt the Town, 
| How coarſe the Paper, or how brown; 


No matter tho' the: wretched Stuff, 


Is not like Lintots wiping Proof. 


Tho Patience ſelf it would enrage, 


"Sens eG o— —— \ 


To foul ones Fingers with thy Page. 
What tho' Thou rak'{t-in every Nook 
Of private Life, or Pocket-Book ? 
Like me ſtill careful to diſplay, 

The Deeds of Mid-night in Mid-day 


0 21 7 


Let Loſes into Paſſions break, 

(As Loſers may have a to ſpeak |) 

The Raſcal {wings that ſteals a Purſe, 

A ſcabby Sheep, or found red Horſe; 
While he goes ſcotfree with his Prey, 

Who ſteals our Fame or Friend away: 

So let them talk, while we that win 

May laugh, tho not in a whole Skin. 

What Folks may prate, is only Sport, 


Whether tis in or out of Court: 


Nay, 


— — — 


T=] 


Nay, no great Damage would be done us, 
| If Sentence ſhould be paſt upon us: 

So that by Tricks or Reſolution, 

We can but ſtave off Execution. 

But Execution ſeems to Me, 

A monſtrous Breach of Property. 
Eſpecially for Lads to draw us 

To Wifiminſer, and clapper-claw us. 


Some Statute ſure the Caſe muſt reach, 


If ev'ry Jack-a-napes may fetch 


[ 23 ] 


Whip, in a trice, ones Breeches down 5 


A Man cant call his Tal his own! 
We Pirates many Times e er now, 
Have been afraid our Heads to ſhow: 


And if this Tyranny prevails, 
We dare as kitke Mow -ont Tails 


1 charge Thee on my Bleſſing, Hal 
Come not near + lle at 1995 


And 


[244] 


And ſure Thou'lt grant Me this Deſire, © 
A Child once burnt mould dread the Fire. 

I now Thou ſhould'ſt be ſpoil'd, twere hard, 
Becauſe the Rod has not been ſpar d: 
With Earneſtneſs I muſt enlarge, 

This ſerious and important Charge; 

If cer Thou hop'ſt again to vent, 

A Mans Laſt Will and Teſtament "x 

If cer Thou hop'ſt the Pence to ſee, 


From long black Strokes and Blaſphemy; 


If 


[ 25 ] 


If eer Thou hop'ſt to ſcape with Ears, 
Vs Hh of Commons, or of Peers; | 
Never, ah never; Boy, come neat 
That fatal flogging Weſtminſter : 

1 charge Thee to continue ſtil, 

By Word of Mouth, or written Will; 
The fame Command I lay 2 Theo 


To all thy future Progeny. 


Whom if Thou ſhould'ſt neglect to warn, 
The Babes may rue that are unbom; 


D And 


——— —___ 


[ 26 ] 


# 


And as their Daddy did before em, 


May ſuffer by the Uſe Flagrorum. 


It we from Father down to Son, 


Are whipp'd for Generations on, 


A mms Backſide can ne er have Peace, 


That ſtirs within the Liberties ; 


And what at firſt was thought a Crime, 


Will mellow into Right by Time: 


The Knaves, at length, in open Court, 


Will boldly plead Preſcription for't; 


EF] 
Tho in one Senſe it hardly can, 
Exceed the Memory of Man. 


If in thine own Conceit too wile, 
Thou fcorn'ſt my fatherly Advice, 
May'ſt Thou ne er print a ſingle Sheet, 
But what its dus Deſert may meet | 
May Buſineſs for the Lawyers make, 
Or bring ſome B—p on thy Back | 
Or Boys whom we far worſe have known, 


Than all the B——ps in the Town: 


D 2 ' Whoſe 


— — m—_— 


2 — 


f ©] - 


Whoſe crud Hands have drawn more Blood, 
Than &er my Nameſake Bomer could. 

| Whoſe little Fingers heavier be, 

Than the whole Loins of Prelacy. 
Whoſe Arms la dreadfully might ſcare ye, 
Than even Brachium Seculare. 

And when the Rogues have hid it on, 
And flripp'd Thee to the facred Bone; 
'Till Pope might weep thy Wounds to ſte, 


May'ſt 


"EOF - 


Mayft Thou unable. be to find, = 
70 cloſe thy Breaches up behind, | 

| The Surgeon who my Laſhes dreſt, 
"Whoſe Hand is fafe——Probatum eff. 
Laſtly, to finiſh all Thy Woes, 

May'ſt Thou ne er publiſh Verſe or Proſe, 
But what prefixt, the Name ſhall bear, 


Of E—4 C—1, late Bookſeller. 


FI VI 


